FROM THE EDITOR 


We the members of Ex Umbra, in our efforts to bring to you 
this issue have kept the meaning of the word, "Out of the 
Shadows," forever present in our minds as we set about the task 
of selectively seeking, and compiling those literary works that 
are representative of the many great talents here at NCCU. Our 
objectives were to stimulate, produce, faciliate a place of 
matual gathering for those of the creative nature, and also to \ 
expose the hidden talents of expression. It is the goal of \ 
Ex Umbra, to bring Out of the Shadows, talent; literary talent, 
creativity, and aesthitic appreciation of art in its many dif- 


A 
ferent formSe 


We the members of Ex Umbra in the presentation of ents “I\\p 


\ 


issue, hope that some form of inner fulfillment will be obtain- 


N 
ed from this collection of free expressionse we 


In the Year of the People, 
Martha Ae. Knight 


Editor—In—Chief Wer 


"This publication neither practices nor condones discrimination, 
in any form, against students, employees, subscribers, advertiser, or 
applicants on the basis of race, color, national origin, religion, sex, 
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Universal 


Enlarged within a vessel of Sound 
Prolonged with ills of tomorrow 
Subsidized are drops of dirt 

That create history and time 

The world is not waiting 


Matters of mind that work together 

Efforts of hastingly creative violence 
Moments of smooth easy flowing life 
Unfortunately, thunder and lightning strike 
The world is not waiting 


Lunatic minutes that build the world 

Greed desire that never cease a day 

The dirt the largest, build the most power 

The dirt the smallest suffer, but rise volcanically 
The world is not waiting 

The world is not waiting 


Adventurous miles are long to examine 

Though pity the stupe that want only for self 
The day of end, search not too far 

The world, "Oh Revelation", will cast down 
The world is not waiting 


Donnell Crowder 


EBONY LOVE DREAM 


Essence of ebony 
Beautiful Black Lady 
Touch your mind to mine 
Your heart likewise 
And we are rich 
Free to wonder in love 
Secure 

Together 

Whenever 
Forevere e e 

Until life is no more 
Hand in hand 
Mind in mind 
Heart in heart 
United 
One band of love 
The ultimate of happinesse 


Carl Bernard Jeeter 
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WHERE ARE YOU? 


I awakened from a dreamless sleep needing the warth and shelter 
of your arms, 

But there is no warmth and there is no shelter, 

Where Are You? 


I approached you with a problem now several days old, 
I needed your wisdom and guidance in deciding. 

But there is no wisdom and there is no guidance. 
Where Are You? 


I walked the streets in search of you, 

I paced the corridors of my mind in search of myself. 
But there is no you and there is no me, for without you 
there is no mée 

WHERE ARE YOU? 


Faye Highsmith 


To You 


Open your eyes 

And reaiiy see what is real. 
Close your mind 

To fantasy and all false values. 
Seek your own truth 

For only you can make you real. 
Defy your voices, 

Because they are your shackles of ignorance. 
Education has evaded you 

Indocrination is your school of arte 
You must gain self control 

And not be controlled. 
Freedom of will 

Is guaranteed from birth. 
But it is surrendered 

Through your won ignorance of needs. 
Develop your inner eye 

And your vision will show you truthe 
Control your own soul 

And engineer your own fate. 


Kumasii Abdul Regandy 


Forever Wanting 


In my mind. 
She kissed my lips gently 
and it was a kiss that is never forgotten 


She touched my hands softly 
And I still feel the warmth of her palms 


She said my name quietly 

and her smooth velvety voice flowed 
Through my mind and left me 
helpless 

when she spoke 


She began to make love to me 

But fate entered and left me aloneée 
Without her. 

and my life went on 

without her 


She never left my mind 
for within my mind we've made love 
time and time again 


But we are apart in reality 

And she has tossed my needs aside 
I go on wanting her 

Waiting, forever waiting 


She became a woman 
And I still needed a woman 
to balance the over governing emotion of love 
That I felt within my chest. 
Pounding! 
I became a man in her arms 
She grew in the love I had to give 
And we both knew our time was 
A giant spiral never ending in space and time 
But it was all irrelevent 
a dream 

Imagination 
It is in death that things end 
And in birth that they begin 
But it is in love that all things come together 
or fall apart 

and falling apart 

love 
without love 
Always turns to pain. 


Fuzzy Lovette 
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Feelings of a Woman 


To wipe the sweat off of your forehead 
After a hard days work. 


To give you the love and understanding 
that you need. 


To be one of your main sources of happiness 


To wipe the tears from your eyes when 
You feel the need to release theme 


To be the mother of your 
Children and the Grandmother of 
their children 


To grow older, wiser but, most of all 
CloseritoO yOu “« Je \« 


Ce Aw Neely 


Love 


You ask me do I love you 

LOVE e « e 

What is love 

I must ask myself before I can answer 
yoOue 

I search but find I cannot answer 

You ask me again do I love you e e eo 

This time I stop and look into 

your €yes « e e 

and just for a moment we became one e e o 


Ce Ae Neely 


Old people ? 


So wise and wrinkled 


Observe in a stately manner 


The youth of today 


A Picture of Love 


There were no soft lights 
There was no sweet music 
But 

they were happye 


He was not handsome 
She was not pretty 
Bul —————__—— 
they weren't alone. 


He winked at her 
She smiled at him 
and 
they were content. 


He asked no questions 
She gave no answers 
Because 


they understoode 


Love needs not human perfection. 


Danny M. 


As they pursue in a hot young bloodied way 


All the things that are now to the old people 


Experience 


Martha Knight 


I Seldom Think 


I seldom think that one 
day I will become a 


lawyer because I can't reasone ¢ e 
RELEASE 


I seldom think that one 
THE TOTAL UNLEASHING OF YOUR MIND 
day I will become a 
EMPTYING ITSELF INTO MY HIPLINE 
doctor because I can't stand the 
CAUSE ME TO MOVE AND RISE AND SWELL 
sight of a needles « e 
AND HOLLOW OUT LIKE THE EARTH 


MY CURVACEOUS MOTHER RELEASING ME FROM THE MONOTONY 
I seldom think that one 
OF MY LOVELESS DAY TO DAY EXISTENCE 

day I will become a 

AND CAUSING ME TO BLOSSOM AND GROW 
real estate agent because land 
: BURNING POPPY RED FROM THE NECTAR 
is too scances e e 


INJECTED SOFTLY BY YOUR MANHOOD. 


Dame, I even seldom 
; roberta hairston 
think that I, will onw day be 
just becausee e e 
dis 
Charles De Bostic 
If I could never be as happy as I once was, 
Or feel as much love as I once had, 

I am glad that I shared it with you. 
For never again will I love as deep 


As I have loved youe 


Martha Knight 
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What Being Black Means To Me 


Being Black means going to Anderson Chapel Baptist Church 
on the first and third sunday of every month and watching Deacon 
Evans and Sister Viola jump and shout as Reverend Frazier preach— 
es in a loud, resonant voice about the Lord and his deliverance. 
It is hearing the choir sing and clap while the piano bangs along 
in its off key with music that causes the whole church to rocke 

It means waking up in the middle of the night and feeling 
raindrops fall on my face while a couple of rats play hide and 
seek in the left corner of my room. It is a feeling of anger 
and sadness as my mind pictures the nice, comfortable, airtight, 
central—heated brick house of the man Daddy calls “boss—man." 
This only means more anger and tears as I think of all the hard 
work Daddy does and the housecleaning Mamma does and Christmas 
time with $300 to put in the bank as the profit for the crop 
from tenant farming for a year. It is feeding the rabbits and 
hogs and helping Daddy cut wood or working in tobacco in the 
summertime with my lips poked out and getting gummy as I occas— 
sionally rolled my eyes at the "boss lady" and her friends as 


they sat enthralled in the gossip of the day. 


Blackness means going to hear Gerald Ford speak and receive 
his honorary degree on November 14, 1975 at North Carolina 
Central University. But all during the speech, seeing a red, 
white, and blue flag (not Black, Red, and Green) waving in 
my mind like the young cotton stalks did in the wind as my 
great, great, grandparents hoed up and down the rowse It is 
hearing a group of white students demand the abolishment of the 
death sentence and getting a sick feeling because they aren't 


Black as the majority of the people on death row aree 


Being Black means going to Bruce=Falkland Elementary School 
and studying from hand-me-down, white kids books while our 
teachers gave us the attention and encouragement we needed to 
be proud and happye Yet again it means going to Farmvill High 
School and being just another unwanted Black face as I studied 
from the new books, same as the white kids, yet denied recognition 
for excelling. Blackness is getting away (or being a token) with 
a lot of mischief in school because my mouth and mind is a problem 
that may create an even greater problem for the principal. 

Being Hlack is coming to North Carolina Central University 
and seeing my Black Brothers run up to talk to my long-haired 
yellow skinned best friend as I stand there glowing in my Black 

Beauty e 

It is hearing the leaders in "our" government talk about 
cutting out Welfare and at the same time discussing a means of 
reducing the funds allocated to Black Institutions, a way of cut— 
ting off my financial aid and then my education. 

It is hearing my old, wrinkled, snuffy mouth, white neighbor 
ask, "Ann, ain't that a colored girl driving the school bus", 
and filling with anger and giving her a lecture on what Blackness 
1Se 

Blackness is me and my family cuddled up around the wood 
stove in the winter as our legs are scorched, our bodies warmed, 
and the wind blows through the cracks in the windowse 

Being Black adds up to: seeing a red, black, and green 
flag and feeling proud, and then experiencing anger as I gaze 
at reality and see how things really are. It is spasms of hate 
and jealousy for the white man, because of what he has and what 
he tries to prevent me and my people from gettinge It is happiness 
and a sense of belonging that comes when I'm at home, at churcch, 


or with my friends. It is pride that swells my heart, as I think 
11 


of all the things Blacks are contributing to society and the 
uniqueness of us all. It is a realization that I am me, an 
individual, able to make changes, as well as being able to 
contribute to the betterment of my people and societye Then 
it is a realization that because I am Black, the road ahead 


shall be a hard and rugged onee 


Martha Knight 


AFRICA 


AFRICA, ARE YOU MY MAMA? 
WILL YOU HOLD ME STEADFAST IN YOUR STRONG BOSOM? 
AFRICA, ARE YOU MY SISTER? 


WILL YOU BE VERY HONEST WITH ME 
AND TELL ME THINGS OPENLY? 


ARE YOU MY FATHER? WILL YOU LET ME DANCE IN THE 
NUDE BENEATH THE SUNS PLAYFUL HANDS—WILL YOU LET 
ME BE A FRIEND TO NATURE UNAFRAID TO BE FREE? 
WILL YOU TOUCH ME CLOSE TO MY HEART? 

AFRICA, I HAVE NEVER MET OR KISSED YOUR FACE 

I HAVE ONLY DREAMED OF BEING WITH YOU 

SWIMMING FIERCELY THROUGH THE ROYAL BLOOD OF MY 


ANCESTRY. 


roberta hairston 
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I Feel 


I feel the intensity 
of your struggle { 

Our struggle 

Against their power 


Linza 
Blooming Levels of My Mind 


Blossoms in my Mind 

Of a thought never 
before voiced, 

Of an impulse never 
understood. 

Blossoms of a desire 
never excelled— 

That which showers my 

Mind, Body, and Soul with 
Strength, 

To persevere just a 
little longer 

As I approach that level, 

Ever so Intenselye 


Linza 


My Everything 


Something different 

Something true 

Something out of the ordinary 
Something You 


Something lasting 
Something new 
Something created 
Something You 


Something vital 
Something in You 
Something so very necessary 


Something You 


Something strong 

Something endured by You 

Something breaking new ground 
Something different, lasting and vital 
Something You 


Marsha Pearson 
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COUNTRY FOLKS 


chewing tobacco, snuff, and pipes, 

a mule in the pen 

and picking up corn to give to the hogs 

and grandma and grandpa 

fussing and spitting and puffing on a corncob pipe 

carved by his hands and all the time talking about 

the change in mene 

a bibbed apron and an old iron pot on a wood stove 

while the old family beatle scratches a hole in the 

flower bed outside the front porch as 

grand—dad opens the pack house door to get the rabbit feed 
and Alfred the old woodrat scurries to his favorite hole 
and all the time 

grandma and grandpa 

fussing and spitting and puffing on a corncob pipe 

carved by his hands and all the time talking about 

the change in mene 

and I watch in my new knit suit especially tailored for me 
and watch grandma and grandpa and the change becomes distinct 
for grandma would look odd in a wrangler pantsuit 

and I can see grandpa now carrying an attache case 

as he does the pail containing the feed for his animalse 
and imagine grandma with an electric wave oven and 

Hungry Jack biscuits and no dough rolled in her hande 


and grandpa, I can see him now with his homemade pipe 


as he sits around a table of big executives 

talking about the current market trendse 

and grandma and grandpa 

and chewing tobacco, snuff, and pipes 

and fussing and spitting and puffing on a corncob pipe 
carved by his hands and all the time talking about 

the change in mene 

and me in my knit suit, looking at how simple things 
are for them 

with their chewing and spitting and puffing 


for the change has passed theme 


Martha Knight 


Always Welcome 


He came over today, eventhough it seems like his presence 
was here before he arrived—He was on my mind! 
Today and Yesterday, perhaps even for the days to comeo e e 


He brought with him happiness; happiness as the SUN gives me 
strengthe He was standing there and smiled when I immediately 
opened the doore He was radiant beams of the sunlight and 

I LET HIM IN. o e 


I let him in to my home as I acknowledge his smile and 
smiled back. I was more than glad to see him! 

I let him in to my life as we sat down discussing the 
passing chapters | of our lives as we continue to groWe e o 

I let him in to my mind as we sat comfortable with drifting 
thoughts; _ communicating without even making a sound. Our vibes 
flowed throughout the confines of the roome They were generated 
and it was PEACEFUL, I was glad I had let him ine e« e 


He came over today, even though he will not be here in totality 
tomorrowe HE will always be on my mind, with me, for he has 
made his presence known. 

I LE? HIM IN... 


Marsha Pearson 


The Devoted Professor 
(Dedicated to Mr. Co A. Jones) 


He gave of himself 
Imparting his knowledge, 
Raising a bit of consciousness 
And most of all Black 

prides 


His work has been 
completed, 

On this level it seems. 

I'm glad we became 
acquainted, 

The Brother and mée 


The essence of his 

being 
I dare not try to espound 
The handiwork of his life 
7 feel, 25 So, renown 


His depths are endless 
As seen through my 
mind's eye 
Giving, sharing and inspiring 
Molding mindse 


Linza 


Wondering 


Wondering, if tommorrow's thoughts will be wiser, 
than yesterday's dreams; 
Wondering, if future understanding will be clearer, 


than past comprehension; 
Wondering, if visions of a new born child will be brighter, 


than an old man's heart; 
Wondering, if the senses of my new soul will be as charming, 


as my mother's laugh; 
Oh, how desperate, is my wondering. 


Dexter 


My Mother Dear 


Upon this earth, she birthed me, 
After delivery, she nursed me. 


For me! "Herself" she sacrificed, 
In hope that I would attain life. 


Iz: A product of she and dad, 
Subjected her to times of both sad and glad. 


By virtue of the creator above allowing my existence to be, 
She unselfishly shared her love for dad, with mes 


When from my eyes flowed a tear, 
She reached out and held me near, 
Whispering consoling words in my ear. 


She, when I cried nevered failed to hear, 
Like only her, she's MY MOTHER DEAR. 


Through the years she dried my tears, 
From pain, troubled and sorrow, 

Thus, counseling and guiding me, 
Lecturing and scolding me, 
Disciplining and praising me. 


Above all, loving me and exserting, 
Stringent efforts in the prevention of the same problems from, 
Reoccurring in upcoming days and years of tommorrow. 


Her constant prayer for me is that, 

I don't go astray, 

I performed no less than my best all the time. 

Even though on my mind, there may be unrest and gloom, 
And for happiness there is no priceo 


She often says to mes: SON, 
What ever in life you do, 
Remember: That from where your blessings come is CHRIST. 


Though it took growth and maturation for me to discover, 
And there were times, I took her for granted, 


But now and to me, 
There is none other like my mother. 


For my mother, my admiration, respect and love, 
Extends in the far extremes of my heart. 


As life for me has turned, 
I have come to learn, and it's clear, 
For me, no other woman's thoughts are as lasting and sincere, 


As those's processed by MY MOTHER DEAR. 


James Robert Jones 
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WINTER LOVE 


Winters Snow 

Blankets the cold ground 
Beneath my feet 

While winters wind 
Whistles across 

My already frozen face 


Binds fly for shelter 

As winters ice 

Glinies to the trees 

That was once their home 
And I walk briskly 
Through winters snow 
Thinking of you 


Winter love 

Can be as cold as the ice 
That hangs from the limbs 
Of the frozen trees 

Or as icy as the wind 
Blowing through your heart 


Winter love 

Can be as warm and refreshing 
As the fire 

That burns in an open fireplace 
While you and I come 

Closer together 

In that warmth 


You and I 

Are both like winter 
At times 

Cold, Day, Frozen 

In our moods and attitudes 
But when we 

Warm the fires 

That burn within us 
For each other 

We make our love 
Winter love 


L. Stephen Lovette 
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On a lonely Saturday Morning 


My dreams of you are real 

My minds eye surveying your every move 
All my conscience feeling gone 

All my inner being trying to escape 
Trying to get out and reach you 

Touch you 


Mye LOVE SOmmyOUeEsS aie al 

As we make love 

My senses become alert and aware, 

Of your every touch and every sound you make 
The aroma of your body fills my nostrils 

And we become as one in organic fusion 


My life without you is nothing 
Without you I am alone! 

The mornings are different because 
I am here without you 

I awake from dreams about you 
Clinging to a pillow that receives 
The love that was there for you. 


My heart aches for you 

With beats of pulsating magnatude 

Deep within my chest 

While the words you once spoke 

Are playing in my mind 

Like some kind of wild, fantastic music 
That makes me want you forever 

But I know forever is only a dream 
Without you 


Lestephen Lovette 
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When 


When time passes and I am with you no more 

will our memories linger to forever remind you 

of the time we gave freely, unselfishly but rather 
gratefully to each other? 

Or will erosion set in to erase me forever 


from your mind? 


Martha Knight 


MORN ING 


THE MORNING MAKES ME 

WITH HIS STRONG YET GENTLE GRASP 
AND TOUCHES ME IN INTIMATE PLACES 

BREATHING HIS COOL BREATH IN MY EAR 
PLACING HIS LONG HEAVY BODY ON MINE 

AND SEEING GOD'S SMILING EYES 

BIRDS MAKING MUSIC 
THE SUN'S WARM LOVING EXPLOSION 

I FEEL GOOD 


BECAUSEe e e 


GOD IS UP AS ALWAYS. 
23 roberta hairston 
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How Easily They Forgot 


How easily they forgot the way you traded my 
fathers and mothers into slavery for whiskey, 

And crammed them into a ship and suffocated over 
half of them; 

Then you took the survivors to a new world and 
made them indentured servants for lifee 

How quickly it slips your mind when you decided 
to stand and fight for your freedom, 

But killed my brothers who tried to do thesame; 

And those who tried to help my mother see my 
sister were found in the grave next to my brothers. 

When we did receive independence, you made 
it so that we had to depend on you again; 

Those brothers proud enought to refuse your help were 
found hanging from a tree by the Klu Klux Klan. 

The jobs and wages you gave my mother were so 
inferior that once again we had to borrow from you to 

survive 3 

And the education you gave my sister was so bad 

that she only learned how to read, write and count up 
to ten, 

Yet you ask her why doesn't she make 
something of herself. 

When the sixties rolled around John opened 
the way but your brothers the KKK closed them or 
blocked them, 

Even your white brother Oswald joined the Klan 
and shot my brother's only white friend 

How easily you forgot the way Martin and Robert 
plied the road to freedom open only to join John, 

And when we protested it you arrested us and sentenced 
us to death or life in prison. 

Now you tell us if it wasn't for my brothers 
and sisters you would have lost the election. 

And to repay us you say you will demolish 
integration, provide more jobs for us; 

Yet you turn your head when my brothers in 
my homeland ask for your help for independence, 

Whereas the Vietnamese didn't ask for you but 
you helped them any way. 

Like your white forefathers did I will repeat 
to you "How Easily You Will Forget." 


Ronald Fletcher 
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Everybody 


We ail work and toil and slave 

From day to day 

And night to night 

And we all see eye to eye 

While we're friends through thick § thin 
And we love and lose 

Then live and learn 

All while we bide our time 

Waiting for a break 

Because when we get it 

Its time to change 

Totally ! 

Without question! 

And most of us don't even want to know why. 


L. Stephen Lovette 
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CELEBRATING LIFE 


In love we put caring on the line — mutual admiration 
(often love of self in another, really); an investment of 
time, energy at the expense of one's own security, complacency , 
self serving ambition - all for an undetermined valuee 

Remembering, having, losing, wanting, needing, brings 
joy and/or paine Perhaps the mystery, the gamble, is what 
is so engaging in love affairs. The challenge comes with 
determing, through the living, the value of things. 

Love gives motion, if not direction, knowledge, if not 
meaning. It is a move back toward the inner self and forward 
to the quest of beautiful endeavors, a move toward an enlarged 
influence, and at the same time a move toward the achievement 


of self-control © « « 0 ee e00e.e 


Gloria M. Tyson 


Long Distant Affair 


Dear ; 
Sometimes I feel an almost overpowering emptiness inside, 
wiping away every existence of_you and I 

togethere 


Indeed, being apart is killing me, 
but thinking back, maybe it's for the best. 
I care for you, much more than you can ever realize, 
but all of my feelings are wasted in vaine 
How can I love a nonexistant man 
for miracles aren't for everyonee 


Love, 
Sharon 
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My Man 


A dream of a person, not just anyone; 

Not in my mind or train of thought. 

But a dream with its won thoughts of time, 

Of what the world should always be. 

Yet a dream of a tender baby with man—like 

features}; 

But a baby which grows, one that learns 

and must not stand alone. 

One that complained and fussed when we fought; 

A gentle wiser person that I only claim as mine. 

In beautiful times and trying times, he was always 
by me; 

Yes my darling this dream is of my man, 

Of which I dream of our memories of pleasureo 

My dream of reality of my heart's love, 

Which I give to him for he understands; 

For there is no one that I care, or share so freely 
with than e o e e My Man! 

He means more than the world to me 

My love, my dreams can not be destroyed 
because it is due to o e e o My Man! 


Sharon Patton 
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Afterwards 


Afterwards it is not the kiss we remember 
Only the one day which was gold and tender 
Your spirit met my spirit, and we clung 
Together - wordless for one moment, hung 


In space e e e e Afterwards recalling — not the greeting 


And not the kiss e e e but just our spirits meetingo 


Danny Me 


Roads 


If only words could say 


Almost two years 

Two warm meaningful years 
It seems like ten 

If even it was a day 

But 

They come —————. Tears 


Two lonely tears 
Each winding slowly down 


Not a word shall he say 
As he kisses her 

And misses her 

Already 


Good=—bye 

Her eyes whispered painfully 
Not understanding 

As 

Once again 

He 2s off 

Trying to find himself 
Trying to find his way. 


Joey Gibbs 
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Broken Minds Broken Men 


Here lie some 
Men 
Men of broken dreams 


Pettigrew 
Roxboro 
The Bowery 
Watt too 


Men 
Broken in two 


Harassed 

Harnessed 

Wine bottles at my feet 
Reefer in hand 


No pity 
No care 


Skid row bums 


Stinking 
Low down 
Dirty 

Crazy Dan 


Destiny controlled 
Mind 


Body 
Soul 


Few understand 


To kill a man's pride 
Kills the mane 


Joey Gibbs 


Philosophy 


So much in life is concealed from us until the right time, 

The right moment when fate determines its presentation. 

Then we are struck, unaware, unprotected, with a realization, 
A feeling, or a mood that no other moment can attempt to bring, 
For it is only once in a lifetime. The moment passes 

With time either to be pushed aside from our memory forever 

Or dwelled upon until it brings the enlightment it was 
Intended to bringe Life is, as it is, with all the crooks 

And turns unbeknownst to us, the unexpectant travelers, 


With fate as its Director. 


Martha Knight 


Dreams 


Yesterday, today and 
tomorrow, 

Visions in my mindo 

Reality—Totality of self 

Evoking a smile, yet 
still a frowne 

A horrifying experience 
or a blissful nighte 


Linza 


MELT 


YOUR MOUTH CUES ME 
MY HIPS PROJECT 
AND THE TOTAL PERSUASION 
OF YOUR EYE 

CAUSES ME TO FEEL FAINT AND DREAMY. 


roberta hairston 
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The Poet 


On Saturday, he 
Sauntered, 
Surolled, 
Ambled 
through the microcosmic 
City in search of truth; 


Enjoying dry wine 
and the brisk October 
nighte 


He found music, 
became opiated 

and sat crosslegged 
on the Town Hall 
floore 


Occassionally he 
reached for his & 
companion, 

but marching to a 

different drummer, 

He' went home alone 

as was destined. 


Bert St.John 


Create a Place 
Create a place 
where we can smile and say "life good life" 


Create a place 
where love is wholeheartedly the spirit 


Create a place 
for joy and ease in peace of mind 


Create a place 
where freedom is well-defined to the highest 


Create this place 
so mankind can understand the purpose of understanding 


Crowder 
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America Stinks 


Nation envied by the world and gloried by your patriotic 
inhabitants who are unduly deceived by your politicians 
who supposedly represent the majority but who are in 
reality tokens of the money—crity 

You stink 
Nauseating and filthy, corrupted with your lies and 
deceit and your morals that are as filthy as the vomit 
spit out by one of the vile durnken men that you 
pushed and shoved and now call an alcholice 

America you stink 
Nixon used you and you with all your CIA, FBI, and highly 
developed INTELLIGENCE was dumb enough to let him. While 
on the side you prosecuted the poor, gave Blacks the chair, 
and the rich a holiday at a resort you call a prison so 
that they would have time to repent of better yet, think 
of where they went wrong when they committed their crime 
while in the same instance pondering a plan that is the 
plan of all plans to help them get over. And all the while 
you, America, sit lazily, languidly back and grin in 
your sinister way because you think you've got all the 
wealth in the world, think that makes you God, a god over 
all the poor unfortunate countries of the world. And as 
you grin you are continuously putting in motion actions 
that will force your biased way of thinking and your 
twisted morality on others not already under your influence. 
But in reality America, 

You stink 
Yet you smile and gloat as an evil sphinx would at his 
helpless prey, while you spray your Right Guard deoderant 
over your treacheousness to try to hide the muss of an 
animal whose scent forever filtrates the pores of your 
nostrile One who will kill if you don't conform, kill if 
you doe You America, the one who kills other peoples leaders 
and preach how killing is wronge You American who send all 
your cheat money somewhere else and give your people 
foodstamps and when the aid-less foodstamps fail you lock 


your prison gates on the innocent soul who stole (but not 
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quite enough) for a part of the riches you are abounding in. 
Yes America, you 
You America, 

You Stink 
with a filthy, wretchedness that turns my stomach and 
causes my eyes and my heart to look elsewhere for a country, 


a nation, a homeo 


Have You Ever Ecen Alone 


Have you ever been alone, 

Reaching for somebody who was not there, 
Talking to a dream, 

Dancing with a shadow, 

Drinking with your bottle, 

Crying your blues to emptiness? 


Have you ever been alone, 

Explaining your dreams to the wind, 
Rapping about love to the birds and bees, 
Killing your enemies with thoughts, 
Loving your unseen lover with wishes, 


Have you ever been alone, 
And found that even you were not there? 
Kumasii Abdul Regande' 


Without 


Without cause she camee 
Without knocking she enterede 
Without warning I was hooked. 
Without good-bye she lefte 
Without her I died. 


Kumasii Abdul Regande‘ 


Me 


The struggle within is the cause. 
The things I do is the effect. 
The person I am is the resulte 
Kumasii Abdul Regande' 
a7 


A Thought 


People are so evil 

People are so cruel 

They don't even realize, the things they do 

I saw the little children playing in the street 
I know how they suffer 

I know where they sleep 

Why must we suffer 

Why must we cry 

Why must we suffer 

Why must we cry 

Yes if you teach me 

Yes I can learn 

To bridge the difference, between them and you 
I saw the young lady lost and alone 

I want to help her build her a home. 


CeHoBe 


I'm gonna get there 


When a gentle breeze dances off an everyday pond, 

I'm gonna get there; 

When the soothing sun engulfs me in it's tender care, 

I'm gonna get there; 

When the fartherest star in the universal heavens shine upon me, 
I'm gonna get there; 

When my heart and mind sweetly kiss each other and mingles with my soul, 
I'm gonna get there; 

And when I get there; 

EMS besa tei tb OnaGod, 

beheld in all my glory, 

amazing in all my,wonder, 

blessed with all my talents, 

and annointed with the grace of God, 

when I get there. 


Dexter 
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An Avalanche of Emotion 


Torrents of heightened ecstasy 

Evade my total being, 

Subtle fulfillment of life 

Compassion, respect and 
purDosee 


Love, of self and others 

Pain and death 

Sacred death, sacrificial death 
Freedom of mind and spirit 
beyond life. 


Sharing and giving 

snlightening to a life 
unknown 

The sensitivities of my soul 

Swelling in my bosom 


Such a blessinge 

Poetic yet picturesque, 
These emotions overtake me 
Simple folk, simple living. 


Tears of empathy I feel, 

Perplexities of survival 
revealed 

Living according to others 
standards 

Others’ valuese 


Beautiful personalities 
I know, through the arts. 
This creation I observed, 
And truly appreciated. 


It was "The River Niger" 
I saw, I heard 

I felt its intensity 
Making a profound 
impression upon my mind. 


Linza 


UNTITLED 


Spin a soft lifesong 
Weave it into a web 
kiss it 

caress it 


enjoy ite 


ABe 


LIFE 


a hereness for today 
a gone for tomorrow 


un unknown enterede 


AB. 


TO GLORIA#2 


Look at ya! 

You can't walk right 

You can't talk right 

can't even think right 

some nigger's done got your mind. 


Be 


39 


40 


SOMEBODY — PLEASE! 


Why? What have I done? 

This is too much 

I can't take much more 

All of these things coming down on me at once 
Each one is equally as worrisome 


Depression 

Can there be a way out of all this misery? 
Please, somebody help me 

I don't deserve this pain and agony 

And not all at one time 


So much closing in on me 

Which way can I go? 

Which way should I go? 

Where will it all end up? 

At peace, happiness, Love? 

More pain, more sadness, all alone? 


There must be a way out 

Please somebody help me, show me 
I need peace of mind 

I need peace within. 


Kevin LeMonn Holt 


Don't Explain 


Hey You! After we had made an agreement 
Why wer you absent? 
Why were you late? 
Why did you avoid me? 
Why didn't you answer when I called? 
Don't Explain. 


Hey You! Why does this happen continuously? 
Why do you agree with something you 
Obviously object to? 
Why aren't you sincere? 
Why do you disquise, alter and make 
Excusses for your true convictions? 
Don't Explain. 


Hey We! Rely on consistency, 
Face and accept reality, 
That's the key of life 


Hey You! Why to the above? 
Well - IT----TI 
Don't Explain: "You" already havee 
For, Your actions "speaks lower" 
Than your words! 


412° Rob Jones 


OLD WOMEN ROCKING 


OLD WOMEN SITTING IN THEIR ROCKERS 
TELLING THEIR AMAZING TALES 

ARE HARD TO ENVISION AS EVER BEING YOUNG, 

EVER LOOKING LIKE YOUTH 

WITH HIGH BREASTS AND CURVY HIPS 

ARE HARD TO ENVISION AS ONCE LIFE AND LOVEMAKERS 

AS ONCE ANIMALS OF LUST AND CREATIVE ENERGY 

HAVING NO WISDOM OF THE POWER OF TIME 

OLD WOMEN WHO WERE WILDER 

IN THEIR TIME THAN I COULD EVER HOPE TO BE IN MINE 
OLD WOMEN ROCKING CONSTANTLY SCARE THE LIFE OUT OF ME 
AND THE TEMPO OF THEIR CONSTANT ROCKING SEEMS TO 

ECHO OUT THE PHRASE- 


time is a mother—time is a mother 


roberta hairston 


SYMPTONS OF HEARTBREAK 


Tears are falling from my eyes 
Down my lasher around my nose. 
All my sorrows I try to disguise 
Even to my friends, I do not disclose. 


My head is pounding with pain. 
My eyes are weary from lack of sleep. 
Only my heart throbs remain the same 


With its rhythmical sound within me deep. 


I cannot express these feelings I feel 


THE EXPLORER 


He takes my mind 
with tender words 

And intoxicates me with 
the vibrations of his touch. 

I swoon into unknown worlds 
with him as he 

Gently caresses my heart with 
assurance and confidence. 

He is soft and sincere with 
every touch; 

He is strong and bold, but as 
humble as a lambe 

He is intense and piercing, yet 
as peaceful as a dove; 

This man is lovee 


Velma Malachi 


Loneliness 


Shared feelings, sensitive, 

so unexplainable; 

Cherished thoughts, passion, 
longing to be relived; 

Mind and heart, 

enchanted by precious memories; 
How unique, and how painful, 

is the feeling of Loneliness. 


Dexter 


It is hopelessness, weariness, and pain combined. 


Would you believe that that handsome heel 


Made me feel this way. He's better left behind! 


Linda F,. Mathis 
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Have You Ever Been Alone 


Have you ever been alone, 

Reaching for somebody who was not there, 
Talking to a dream, 

Dancing with a shadow, 

Drinking with your bottle, 

Crying your blues to emptiness? 


Have you ever been alone, 

Explaining your dreams to the wind, 

Rapping about love to the birds and bees, 

Killing your enemies with thoughts, 

Loving your unseen lover with wishes, 

Revealing your most well kept secrets to yourself? 


Have you ever been alone, 
And found that even you were not there? 


Kumasii Abdul Regande 


Me 


The struggle within is the cause. 
The things I do is the effect. 
The person I am is the result. 


Kumasii Abdul Regande 


MY LOVE 


Touch me my love and 
make me tingle 
in and out, 
over and undere 
Speak to me my love in 
that sweet tender 
voice that is 
as powerful as thundere 
Look at me my love and 
see that 
I am 
EGG real, 
That all the things I 
do and say 
are things 
T really feel. 


Velma Malachi 
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DAY TO DAY 


Day to day I sit and wonder 
What life is all about. 

Day to day I daydream of things 
I expect out of life. 

Day to day I challenge many new 
Tasks and many old taskse 

Day to day I get more mix-up than, 
I was before. 

Day to day I am just living for the 
Next day, the next day and 


The next daye e o o 


Sherrie Evans 


WHEN YOU'RE IN LOVE 


to Gloria 


When you're in love 

you have something to smile about 

you have something to share 

you have a warmth which brings about a celestial glow 
. @ joy which makes you feel as if you're tripping out 
a speech which becomes a coded message 

which only your lover can interpret 

life becomes poetry 

your lips form a beautiful smile 

the message is clear— 

you're in love 

and your eyes seem to enjoy everything they see 
especially about your lover 

And everybody think you're going crazy 

"cause they just don't understand, 

they just don't understand 

that you done found that thing, 

that thing 

that beautiful thing 

that thing called 

LOVE. 


ABe 


Young Love 


Good Friday 


On Friday, 
Warm moist 
Kisses fell 
Upon my eyes, 


Nose, 

Mouth, 
Like fragrant petals 
gossimer thine 


Soft sensitive hands 
traced the outline 
of my facee 


T was tucked away 
to sleep giddy with 


Emotion, 

And I was whole 

as my senses tingled 
blissfully 


For I'm a poet 
enigmatic to the 


expedient and the practical. 


Fnamored of, by Babes 
and the beautifule 


Bert St e John 


Within my bed, the whole night thru, 
I turn and turn « e e and think of you; 


And wonder, when we met today, 


If you said what you meant to say, 
And what you thought I thought you meant 


And were you sorry when I went; 


And did you get my meaning when « « e 
And then the whole thing through again! 


I only hope that somewhere you 


Are sleeping badly too. 


Danny M. 
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Wanted 
The Nigger Identityeee 


Help wanted 
Job infinite in scope he : 
The only qualifications— ont ee cea 
Willing, able to deal Nigger ask the judge? 

and copée 

No, said I. 
Linza My 
Are you a rowdy 
Life's Mysteries Nigger ask the judge? 


p ; a No, said I. 
Dimensions, visions, dreams 


People, places, things Hum, then are you a 
Here, there, everywheree 
Reality or fantasy, partying Nigger ask the judge? 


Both I perceive vividly. 
No, said I. 


Linza 
Gosh, are you a begging 
To Be A Bird Nigger ask the judge? 
No, said I. 
As a bird I'd like Gracious, Nigger are you 
to be Light and Free, 
Delving into the clouds anything! 
of Fulfillness 
Enjoying the comforts No,said I, I'm somebody. 
of Life 
The simple, but ever 
so Beautiful 
Charles Bostic 
Linza 


Sanity 


What is sanity 

Just being able to keep up to society's 
Standards 

Not bucking the system 

Not making a person stop and think 


Yes think 

Can you deal with insanity 
Hell no 

Why 


because there's a thin line between sanity 
and insanity 


And if you're not careful you'll be considered 


insanee 


CA. Neely 
4S 
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Well Met 


You are one of the few who matter, of those whom I count 

On the fingers of one hand. I marvel how you live peacefully in time. 
When I think how easy it is 

To miss one lady in the jungle of time, I quake 

Thinking of those long — dead and of those unborn, 

SprinkLed apart like stars in the dark, I cry, 

"Whoever else has been missed in the dark —— the true, 

The bright, the deep—to-—be-loved —— it has not been you. 


Danny Mo 


"And There, I Plant My Seed" 


I reach deep into the fertile ground 
Discovering grass—like fibers 

Then plow easily over the surface 
Caressing my entrance pointe 


I retreat for my equipment 
A massive tool 

A rod of steel. Thoughts 
Plunging my tool deep within ; 
Thrusting and rippling the fertile hole a eid is only a ca eee 

My tool is heavy, the heat is on i ive is only a mystery « « « 
Qooo = uh uh Oh Oh wm um o die is eternal happiness « e« e 


And there I plant my seed. C.A. Neely 
A Lamp Production 


Peace of Earth and Man 
Jarvis Lessane 


The sweet smell of a spring morning's rain; 
The soft touch of the early sun; 

The gentle kiss of a midnight breeze; 
Suspended pleasure held in a moment of time; 


"Thief" Intriquing is the sensation of inspiration; 
So beautiful, and so brief is this moment; 
Slowly she came When the earth knows peace with mane 
Eyes shifting 
Body leaning Dexter 


Speaking in mysterious tones 
Visions of her mind 

Deeply plunged my heart 
Coating all my inner emotions 
Taking eeee Taking all I had. 


Jarvis Lessane 
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